At the same time, my astonishment that anything exists at all became unbearably 
acute. Why? I kept asking. Why creation? Why something rather than nothing? 
Finally I found myself alone, a disembodied voice in the darkness, asking, Why? 
And I realized that there would be, could be, no answer, because only I existed; 
there was nothing, no one, to answer me. 


I felt overwhelmed with loneliness, and my ecstatic recognition of the 
improbability--no, impossibility--of my existence mutated into horror. I knew 
there was no reason for me to be. At any moment I might be swallowed up, 
forever, by this infinite darkness enveloping me. I might even bring about my 
own annihilation simply by imagining it; I created this world, and I could end it, 
forever. Recoiling from this confrontation with my own awful solitude and 
omnipotence, I felt myself disintegrating. 


I awoke from this nightmarish trip convinced that I had discovered the secret of 
existence. There is a God, but He is not the omnipotent, loving God in Whom so 
many people have faith. Far from it. He's totally nuts, crazed with fear of his own 
existential plight. In fact, God created this wondrous, pain-wracked world to 
distract Himself from his cosmic identity crisis. He suffers from a severe case of 
multiple-personality disorder, and we are the shards of His fractured psyche. 
Since then, I have found hints of this theology in Gnosticism, the Kabbalah and 
the writings of Nietzsche, Jung and Borges. 


